CHAPTER                TWO
No Lack of Martyrs
MY first impression of the new Spam was a very
white church. From Its tower flew an unex-
pected flag. It was not the orthodox republican tri-
colour, nor was it the red banner of Moscow which the
Daily Mail had led me to expect. Diagonally divided,
half red, half black, the Anarchist emblem was new to
me. Geographically, Port Bou is only two miles away
from Cerbere, the tunnel scarcely longer than that
through which Alice tumbled into her mad new
world, the contrasts as acute.
The train stopped for the last time. I alighted.
All my misgivings about the actual existence of the
war soon went. Every person in sight was armed, and
with every conceivable type of weapon* One com-
rade had a red and black scarf round his head and
looked the complete stage pirate. His expression was
stubbornly ferocious; he carried an effective looking
Winchester, a hen apparently living suspended by its
feet hung from his other hand. Shot-guns, horse
pistols, old bayonets and even rep hooks were carried
by other cwnpafieros. The trains themselves had
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